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the City Hotel, which belonged to my Grandfather.
When we were living in the Rue St. Dominique at Paris,
one of our opposite neighbors was the due de Valmy,
Gen. Kellerman; he one day asked my Father if he had
ever known a Madame de Lance, in New York, remark-
ing that he had spent some time at the City Hotel, and
there became acquainted with M. and Mme. de Lance;
the lady he said was one of the most beautiful women he
had ever seen. My Aunt Anne grew up a fierce Tory,
and after the death of her Uncle and Aunt Jones, could
never be induced to come to America, which was a great
grief to my grandparents. She was now credited with
writing Precaution, a book, it was said, clearly written
in England, and by a woman!
Another little daughter now made her appearance at
Angevine. She was named by my Grandmother De
Lancey, Maria Frances, after my mother's sister who had
died some years earlier. My Father for two or three years
called her Velvet, because her skin was so soft. She was
baptized by the Rev. Revaud Kearney, a cousin of our
Mother's, at that time Rector of New Rochelle.
One day when Fanny was about a year old there was a
great alarm about little Charlotte. The child had dis-
appeared ! Could no where be found! In those days chil-
dren were not stolen, as they are in these civilized times,
but it was feared some accident had happened to her.
Every corner about the house and outbuildings was
closely searched, messengers were despatched to the two
or three houses in the neighborhood, the agitation was
very great. At last I had the joy of discovering my little
sister; a flock of sheep had passed on the highway, and
had been driven about three quarters of a mile down the
hill, on the road to Mamaroneck; they could plainly be

